66           JOB RIDER'S LAST RUN
And a little man slept 'neath the Parson's stack, Slept and dreamed of a phantom pack, While the rain around him dripped.
With the light of the morn the sleeper arose, And his old bones shook in his pauper clothes.
The rain had ceased and the chill mist lay
An icy shroud on the landscape grey.
The trees in the sea fog sighing stood
Like ghosts who guard a solitude.
And the red sun loomed like a drunkard's face,
Mottled and blotched with his foul disgrace.
The little man shivered but clenched his teeth,
And plodded up the hill, And through the long lane winding down
To the brook that feeds the mill. And here in a field he found the bay mare, Nosing the hay for her Christmas fare, The old mare loved by Sir Geoffrey Venn, Who had carried her master for seasons ten, (The miller, good man, had taken her, From his love for the Squire, as a pensioner.)
She pricked her ears and whinnied low When she heard the soft whistle of Rider Joe, And came to his call as though she knew The voice of an old friend, staunch and true. " Gay Lass," he whispered, " one more run, For auld lang syne, ere our day be done. One more gallop across the lea, Before the dark takes you and me."